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Angel 


Author's Notes: 
Something old that | haven't posted here. Its the product of me thinking that Jerry would make a great 
master..yeah..that..bye.Feedback is mucho appreciado! 


"Master?" A gentle, almost childish sounding voice whispered innocently from behind the opening door. Jerry 
was sitting on the majestic Gothic style armchair in front of the burning fireplace, buried in his thoughts. He 
often did that. It's not like he didn't have tons of work waiting for him, but he preferred getting hypnotized by 
the burning passion of the flame, lost in his mind, instead of sitting on the desk of his cold, uninviting office. He 
slowly turned his head to the right, making sure his imagination is not playing tricks on him. When he saw the 
door was slightly open and the nicely formed body of a familiar human being was guiltily hiding behind it with 
the look of a scared puppy, he graciously got up to his feet. 


‘Come out." His clear voice echoed between the walls. He slowly approached her with hands in his pockets and a 
cold expression on his perfect face. The girl moved closer with insecure steps. She was looking in his eyes 
guiltily and with head hanging low. She knew he had ordered not to be disturbed, but she found the bravery to 


step over the order. Jerry respected that. "What is it, Grace?" He accented on her name with a colder tone. 


This has always filled her with more respect for some reason. He made her feel low - her kind of respect. 


| have to tell you something, master, but | don't know how to put it” She muttered silently, playing with her 
fingers. 


"Speak directly." He raised his voice and lowered it again when she stopped muttering awkwardly. Those words 


of his somewhat discouraged her, but it was now or never. 


‘| love you, master." Grace muttered guiltily, taking a single look in his eyes before her head hung low in shame 
again She wasn't supposed to be ashamed of her feelings. Jerry said nothing. There was only dead silence 
around and that was frightening her, she almost felt her collar tightening around her neck. The tall man 
exhaled deeply, studying the features of her face. Without warning, he grabbed her by the left upper arm and 
pulled her carelessly towards her room. He pushed her down on the cold mattress and she knew what to do. 
She thought she was getting punished for disobeying his order, but the reality was different. The man grabbed 
the whip and he roughly laid it upon the skin of the girl's ass. She was lying in a fetal position and obediently 
taking her punishment. 


"Count!" He clearly ordered without a trace of emotion in his voice. 
"One." Another smack followed. "Two." 


"Aren't you supposed to say something? Is that how you repay?" He asked with pretended disappointment in his 


Voice. 
"Thank you, master." 


"That's more like it” He smirked devilishly and another smack followed. He was angry, but the anger wasn't 
pointed at her, but more on him, that was just his way to get it out. He was never a bad person, never. He 
looked like an angel, he had the lips and eyes of an angel and Grace knew very well he might actually be an 
angel, because she knew him well. That's how much of a good person he was. But that's what made him end up 
like this, that's what turned him out to be the man with the whip in his hand, the man who women call 
"master" with desire on their lips. He was hurt. A lot. And Grace knew the very day she met him something's 
hidden behind his angel blue eyes. If there's a lesson life taught her well, that is that deep waters don't run 
still Everyone hides a dark secret and the man she looks up at with awe was no exception. But she knew him 
better than anyone and that's why she loved him for all he is. That was Jerry's biggest fear. He got himself 
into this so he could cause the pain gathered up in him onto others. He hoped his devilish disguise would only 
cause awe and keep away from love, but he was wrong. His biggest enemy had broken into his home again and 
had taken over his heart. He had fallen in love with the most unexpected person - his submissive girl and he 
knew she'd never feel the same way. That was killing him. Now that he knew she actually feels the same, that 


was killing him even more. He was confused, frightened, he didn't know what to do. 


"Ten. Thank you, master." Grace hardly managed to whisper. She was crying. Not because of the marks the 
whip had left on her skin. No, she enjoyed those. She was crying because he didn't answer. He didn't say a thing. 


Jerry's jaw muscles tightened in anger. He wanted just one more smack; he wanted to enjoy the sound of the 
whip on her lovely skin one more time. "Eleven Thank you, master." She cried. But his anger hadn't drained. He 
threw the whip to the ground and started quickly undoing his belt. He stepped out of his jeans and boxers and 
unbuttoned his shirt, letting it drop to the ground He ran his hands through his hair, taking a good look at his 
target. She was still lying in a fetal position, her hands tied together in front of her, her skin deliciously red 
from the whip and her hair messy in an attractive way. Wrecked. That's how she looked and that's the look 
that set Jerry's primal need on fire. He lied on his left side behind her, he lift her right leg up by the thigh 
and roughly shoved his length inside her. She squealed. Nothing mattered now that she was giving in to him 
again like every night before. But this time it was different. He knew the way she felt and that was still 
angering him. Anger mixed with deep and passionate love, a complicated feeling. He didn't play nice, his pace was 


merciless by default and he didn't have the intention to change this. 


"Is that what you wanted? You wanted me to fuck you? Answer mel" Jerry whispered out of breath in her 


ear. 


"Yes, master." Grace cried out. He was moving in and out of her so fast, that she couldn't even count his 


thrusts. 


"Liar" He chuckled pretendedly. She did indeed want it, but she imagined things much different after her 


confession. He kissed her neck and licked it passionately. 


"Oh, master!" Grace hardly even whispered in pleasure. Jerry let go of her thigh and grabbed her jaw, turning 
her head to face him. He slipped his tongue deep in her mouth, kissing her hungrily as he kept fucking her 
senseless. He broke the kiss for a second, breathing heavily and enjoying the sight of her slightly opened lips. 
The next moment his tongue was in her mouth again. Lips on lips were enough of the taste of heaven for 


Grace. 


"How about here? You think you can take it again?" Jerry pulled out and slowly slipped his whole length inside 
her ass. 


"Yes, master!" She screamed in pleasure. Her master definitely had his ways. He buried his face in her messy 
hair, inhaling the sweet scent as he picked up the same merciless pace. He was breathing in and out heavily. His 
hand crawled between her legs and his index finger found her clit, starting to rub it intensely. Grace started 
moaning loud and uncontrollably. Jerry loved listening to her moan, especially when she was so close that 
nothing else mattered, but her final destination One specific moan of hers made him feel the pulsation in his 


member. 


"Oh, fuck!" Jerry moaned breathily as he held on to her hips tightly. He buried his face in her neck and froze. 
He came inside her as he made a few last sloppy thrusts. His intense orgasm was enough for Grace to follow 
him too. She dug her nails into the skin of her thighs and silently enjoyed her orgasm. She thought the master 
would punish her for she came without permission But he didn't. He pulled out of her as he exhaled deeply. He 
untied her wrists without saying a word, without even looking at her and he silently left the room. Grace had 
stopped crying, but his silence brought tears to her eyes again, her cries shaking her whole body. She didn't 


move, she just kept lying the way he left her. 


Jerry supported himself on his hands on the bathroom sink He looked in the mirror and ran a hand through 
his angelic blond hair. He turned away with some disappointment written on his face. He went to bed naked. He 
lied there for an hour, staring at the ceiling, thinking and unable to sleep. He had made a mistake - he didn't 
say a thing, while he could have confessed too when he had the opportunity. Sure, he would have done it with 
his pretended cold tone and with chin held up proudly high, but she would have understood. She always did. 


Jerry couldn't take no more. He threw aside the covers and headed towards Grace's room. He silently opened 
the door. She had fallen asleep crying, without even pulling the covers over her. He watched over her for a 

minute, thinking how he had never watched her sleep. A smile crawled upon his thin lips for a second and he 
lied behind her, pulling the covers over both of them. He wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close to his 


body. Grace shifted around a bit and woke up. 


‘Master? Are you OK?" She asked worriedly since he had never done this before. He had left her without an 
answer, he had treated her coldly, yet she was still as concerned and loving as she had always been. She told 


no lies. 


| can't sleep well without you." Jerry whispered lazily, letting his words flow bravely. The girl smiled and her 
eyes teared up from the happiness those words of his brought her. She turned around to face him and softly 
caressed his cheek. She bravely kissed his lips. He closed his eyes, feeling as safe and loved as never before. 


"lIl help you fall asleep, master." She said with the naive tone of a happy little girl. She wrapped an arm around 
him tightly too, their bodies intertwined. Suddenly, Jerry wrapped both hands around her, hugging her tightly. 


He buried his face in her hair again. 
"| love you, Grace. | love you." He whispered in her hair as he inhaled her scent deeply. 


‘| love you too, master." She whispered lovingly. Nothing more was needed after those words, nothing was 
stronger. Silence crawled down the walls, only their calm breathing was to be hardly heard. She had an angel in 
her arms - her angel. She had never doubted his loving heart and she had always dreamt that one day it 
would belong to her. Now that her dream was reality she could finally fall asleep calm and happy. To him she 
was his angel, the one who saved him, even though he thought she'd be the one to break him with the weight 
of her words. They both found what they were looking for, even though it had always been hiding a hand away 


in a dark corner. 


"She won't tell me lies, 
She want to see me smile. 
Every time you let it show, 


| didn’t wanna know. 


By the time | had lost my soul, 
You had to go" - Jerry Cantrell, "My Song" 


